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Open Secrets 


Author's Notes: 
Disclaimer: This is a work of fiction and should be enjoyed as such. 


The past year had been a whirlwind of new experiences as the fledgling band traveled all over the United 
States promoting their Fly By Night album. This year the pace had slowed down drastically as the third album 
had fallen seemingly on deaf ears. The three musicians, Geddy Lee, Alex Lifeson and Neil Peart, had resorted to 
traveling via a Winnebago. It was pretty nice as far as motorhomes go; it even had a phone! But the future 
for Rush as a band looked fairly bleak. Still the musicians labored onward, putting their hearts and souls into 


each performance, even if it was just forty people in a forgotten lounge in some godforsaken backwater town. 


The early morning haze was slowly giving way to narrow fingers of twilight as the sun rose inexorably behind 
each mesa, then filtered and flickered between the jagged teeth of the Sandia Mountains of Albuquerque, New 
Mexico. As usual the drummer boy with the huge brain maneuvered the suburban caravan while the lead 
guitarist and bassist/vocalist lounged in the sleeping compartment in the back Alex Lifeson, whose blonde, 
angelic looks rendered him Botticelli's own version of a rock star, rolled on the bunk toward his best friend and 


lead bandmate, Geddy Lee. Geddy's dark Hasidic looks contrasted sharply, yet pleasingly complimented, his 


counterpart's golden visage. 


The two had been best friends since forever, it seemed. When Alex had first noticed the quiet Jewish boy in 
his homeroom class, he immediately felt a connection, a tug at his heartstrings. It was as if this boy was 
meant to be an integral part of the young man's life. And so far, life had seconded this motion with vigor! 
Geddy, at this point, had already been aware of this tow-headed class clown and, ironically, teacher's pet who 
by some miracle had singled Geddy out for friendship. They were both outsiders from the get-go; neither fit 
in well with their peers. However, Alex's good looks and outgoing personality at least gained him some degree of 
noteriety. Geddy simply felt invisible most of the time. Naturally shy, he was used to being singled out and 
beat up because of his ethnicity and had learned that it was best to lie low and not draw attention to himself. 
Alex, on the other hand, made a point of drawing attention to himself with his antics and humor. Geddy 


immediately surmised that it was best not to align himself with such a creature. 


That's why he was so taken aback, as well as somewhat horrified, when Alex began to take notice of him. First, 
he began to sit next to Geddy in classes that they shared. And then he actually started acknowledging 
him..even talking to him! At first, his blonde admirer would just stage-whisper deprecating remarks about their 
mousy and stodgy History teacher, but soon he began passing notes! They were elaborately folded and when 
unfurled, revealed silly jokes or ridiculous rhetorical questions in carefully drafted handwriting, such as "Do you 
think that fish ever sleep?" At first Geddy was just mystified. Then he thought it might be an elaborate trap 
set up to ridicule him for even thinking someone might want to be his friend. But he gradually came to the 
realization that Alex was sincerely trying to befriend him and actually might even like him. At some point, 
Geddy began to care for him deeply..to love him. His stomach would flutter whenever Alex's hand touched his 
during the passing of a note. He kept them all, every single one, in a secret journal he kept hidden and locked 
away from prying eyes. He would only confide his true feelings in this journal. He treasured it above everything 
and protected its secrecy because he knew full well that it was the only mechanism he had to release his true 
feelings for Alex and keep them secret and hidden at the same time. He treasured his journal (or series of 
journals as they would become) because he knew in his heart that if Alex knew how he really felt about him, 
he would be thoroughly disgusted and never want to see him again. He certainly wouldn't blame Alex for such 
a reaction. He was so ashamed of his feelings, he could hardly look at himself in the mirror. f he didn't have 
the outlet of his secret journals, he would surely have lost it by now. Because he loved Alex so much it hurt. 
And he loved him more than a friend. He wanted him so badly, in his bed every night. He wanted to kiss him 


and love him with his body. His passion for Alex was like a lake of fire forever burning, never to be quenched. 


The two classmates soon became inseperable. Both shared a goofy sense of humor and they would eventually 
come to share a love of music as well. They already liked to listen to the same bands - The Who, Cream, The 
Yardbirds, and Led Zeppelin - but soon they would share a love of creating their own music. Geddy had 
endured many long hours of piano lessons while growing up, but both wannabe musicians begged their parents 
for guitars, and both fell in love with this particular instrument. Geddy was eventually persuaded to try out 
the bass guitar and eventually made this his primary instrument, along with his amazing and distinctive voice, 
in the band they were soon to form called Rush. 


"Hey, Ged!" Alex snapped his fingers in front of his bandmate's face. "Where'd you go?" 


Geddy's mind returned to the present. Snow was falling thickly outside the window and the muted sound of 
windsheild wipers and tires sloshing through thick and blackened road slush filled his ears. "| was just thinking," 
he replied sheepishly, sounding as if his mind was far away. 


"What about?" 
"Remember when we were kids? | mean, when we first met?" 
"Yeah, of course | do." 


"You know," reminisced Geddy fondly, "Ill always remember the first time | ever laid eyes on you, Alex. You 
were wearing that ridiculous purple paisley shirt. And | remember thinking that you were so cool..that you 
would never be interested in hanging out with someone like me." 


Alex furrowed his brow, apparently deep in thought, and turned toward his friend. "What are you talking about, 
Ged? | was a total geek. Who else would | want to hang out with but someone like you?" 


Geddy cocked an eyebrow, unsure if Alex was pleased or irritated by this fact. Was this a compliment or a 
criticism? 


"You know what | mean," Alex hurriedly added, eyelashes sweeping down to brush pink-blushed cheribum 
cheeks. He wanted to say more but was afraid to say it out loud. 


"Remember the gauntlet?" The bassist chuckled, somewhat mirthlessly, poking at an unhealed and only 
partially-scabbed over psychic scar, still surprisingly painful to the touch. 


"Oh, yeah." Alex nodded and reddened slightly. Whether this reaction stemmed from shame or regret was 


uncertain to his green-eyed friend. 


The school bus used to let the two friends off about 200 yards from the actual entrance to their High School. 
Those 200 yards seemed to stretch endlessly as the popular crowd, hair greased back and sneers fixed firmly 
like extras from Grease, gleefully waited to pounce on the two nerdy immigrant kids whose parents could 
barely speak English and who lacked any semblance of "coolness." Alex visibly winced, seeming to relive the pain 
and humiliation of the beatings. 


"What | don't understand to this day," announced Geddy tentatively, "Is why they beat you up. | can totally 
understand why they targeted me, but you were different. You could have been one of them.. if only you 


hadn't chosen to hang around with someone like me." 


At this point in the discussion, the singer found he couldn't meet the lake-blue eyes of his lead guitarist. He 
was afraid of the confirmation he might see shining there and perhaps a tinge of regret for befriending him 
and thereby sharing his miserable fate. And there was also the fear that if he met his gaze at this particular 
moment, that the jig would be up. Alex would somehow know that Geddy was hopelessly, madly, and impossibly 


in love with him..and had been since he first time he laid eyes on a certain beautiful sun-blonde boy wearing a 


ridiculous purple paisley shirt. 


And so the opportunity was lost and the moment passed. It should have been a chance for barriers to fall 
away, but instead a wall was built and fortified As Geddy turned to look out the window, Alex turned his eyes 
squarely on his anxious friend, love blazing like beacons from behind blue eyes. His eyes said, "I love you," in 
every way possible to transmit such an unspoken sentiment. But what actually came out of his mouth and into 
his friend's blind ears was less convincing and more ambiguous. "I felt for you," Alex said He meant that he 
had feelings for this quiet, dark-haired and introspective boy. He meant to say that he still had feelings for 
the man lounging oblivious now before him, eyes turned away in abject fear and shame. What he wanted to 
convey was that he loved Geddy, loved him with everything he had within him. But all that Geddy heard, eyes 
focused on the blurred scenery rushing past the window, and therefore unable to interpret the powerful body 


language or see that unmistakable look of love, was this: "I felt sorry for you." 
Alex never meant what Geddy was thinking. It's not what he meant at all 
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Alex watched Geddy the rest of the day for some acknowledgement of the grand confession he had made. He 
couldn't believe he even said it. He couldn't even remember exactly what he said but in his mind, he had finally 
spoken the unspeakable. He had finally told Geddy that he had feelings for him. He had hoped for some reaction, 
even a very negative one, but he got nothing. As the day wore on, he started feeling first embarrassed, then 
hurt, and finally angry. It was one thing if Geddy couldn't think of them together that way, but he could at 
least say so. Maybe he liked humiliating the lead guitarist. 


Geddy couldn't figure out was was eating his best friend. He certainly wasn't his jolly old Lerxstian self, that 
was for sure. But then it began to dawn on him and he wished he hadn't brought up the gauntlet and especially 
wished he hadn't pointed out that Alex owed his beatings to the fact that he'd chosen to hang out with a 
certain geeky Jewish kid. He'd probably just never realized it before. And here he was bringing down Alex's 
band, even now. He read the reviews. Rush would be a lot more popular if it wasn't for his voice, which 
seemed to be almost universally despised by the critics. A few of them even commented on his looks. He had 
dropped his surname to hide out from being Jewish, but he couldn't hide his Jewish features. He sometimes 
wondered if anti-semitism didn't play a role in some of the critic's disdain of Rush. Alex and Neil would do 
better if they just kicked him out of the band and found a handsome frontman who could actually sing. He had 
always felt guilty when Alex took a beating for him. He vowed then and there that he wouldn't stand in the 
way of the man he loved with all his heart anymore now that he knew the truth. Alex was only being nice 


then and now because he felt sorry for Geddy. 


That night they played to a really small audience on a University campus in Amarillo, Texas. Geddy surmised 
that at least half the small crowd had come to see their opening act, Ted Nugent, who was a local favorite. His 
stomach started to hurt just thinking about the reviews that would be published in the following days. And to 
make matters worse, Alex hardly even looked at him as they played. Usually he would go out of his way to 


come near the bassist to jam with him, shoulder to shoulder, and smile encouragingly at him. Even Neil was 


picking up on it, he could tell. Afterwards, the three of them drank some wine together in the Winnebago as 
they prepared to crash for the night. The three were unusually quiet, the normal shenanigans and laughing 


noticeably absent. Finally, the perceptive percussionist broke the silence. 
"Okay, what's going on with you two? Did you get into a fight or something?" 


Alex looked and the floor and avoided eye contact. Geddy finished off his glass of wine in one gulp and made an 
announcement. "I'm leaving the band after this tour is over. Don't ask what my reasons are. It's my decision 
and the decision is final" With that, he retreated to his sleeping area, leaving Alex and Neil shocked and 
dumbfounded. 


"Do you know what this is all about, Alex? Fess up." The brandy-eyed drummer and lyricist levelled him with 
steely gaze and all of the sudden Alex thought he did know what had prompted his friend's unexpected and 
rash decision. He could feel his whole face get hot and he was engulfed in shame and guilt. Neil read his 
features like a book. "So you do know what's going on. You better tell me. This is my band too, dammit." 


Alex swallowed a huge lump in his throat and began shakily. "I think its because | told him | had feelings for 
him." He winced and braced himself, ready for Neil to express his disgust for him wanting to sleep with 
another man, his best friend and bandmate. 


Neil's head shot up. "What do you mean?" When the guitarists face turned beet red, he quickly added, “Oh. l'm 


sorry, Alex. | didn't know you were." 

"I'm not!" Alex quickly got to his feet and looked around for his jacket. "I'm not into guys. Just him. | love him, 
Neil. | can't help it" Spying his jacket slung over the back of the passenger seat, he grabbed it and put it on. 

‘lm going outside for a walk and a smoke." His face still burned. He was so embarrassed. First Geddy and now 


Neil. His humiliation was complete. 


Neil wanted to say something, to stop him from going out into the night, but for once in his life he couldn't 
find the words. 


OK 

"Ged, can | come in and talk to you for a minute?" The drummer stood just outside the partition that 
separated the lead singer's sleeping compartment. It was quiet for a long time and Neil almost decided to leave 
him be when the shy singer finally answered. 


"Come on in," he sighed. 


Geddy was sitting on his sleeper still in all of his sweaty concert clothes. Neil noticed his eyes were red like 


he'd been crying. He took a deep breath and sat next to him. 


"Look, Ged. Alex told me why he thinks you are leaving the band." 


The dark-chocolate haired bassists sea-green eyes flew open wide for a minute and then he quickly retreated 
back inside of himself. "Well then, you can surely understand why | have to go. Where is he anyway?" His 


attempt to sound nonchalant didn't fool the drummer one bit. 
"He went for a walk. He was kind of upset." 


Geddy furrowed his brow wondering why his friend (if you could call someone who only hung around you 
because they felt sorry for you a friend) was upset. He should be relieved. Maybe this wouldn't be the last 
tour for him and Neil, like it was looking to be now for the three of them if he stayed. Most likely he was 
upset because he finally realized what a mistake he had made by hooking up with a loser like himself in the 
first place. "lm surprised it took him this long to figure it out, you know," Geddy muttered bitterly. 


Neil twirled the end of his handlebar mustache nervously. He didn't know how to discuss such a thing with 
Geddy. "Well.how do you feel about..the way he feels about you?" 


Geddy didn't even know how to answer his bandmate's question. How could he ever explain how his heart 
dropped like an anvil when Alex admitted that he became his friend and took all those beatings simply because 
he felt sorry for him. He must still be feeling sorry for him.too sorry to make the logical business decision of 
asking him to leave the band so they could be more successful. "How do you think | feel, Neil? Look, it's really 


better for all three of us if | just leave after the tour. You can start looking for a replacement now." 


Neil felt confused. For one thing, he had always thought Geddy carried some kind of torch for Alex himself. 
What he hadn't suspected was Alex having similar feelings. He had been struck by the deep bond they both 
had with each other from the first day he met the two, during his audition as the band's drummer. Why 

would Geddy want to throw all of that away just because Alex made some kind of pass at him? Couldn't he 
just say "no thank you" and remain friends with him? He opened his mouth to say as much when they both 


heard Alex return. 


"Well, | don't want you to leave the band, and like | told Alex.itts my band too! I'm going across the street and 
getting a room for the night. The two of you need to work this thing out." Lowering his voice even more, he 
continued. "Just for the record, I've always thought you and Alex should be together. If you can't be his lover, 
you should at least be his friend." 


Now Geddy felt confused. How did Neil know how he felt about Alex? Had he been snooping in his journal? He 
quickly dismissed the thought knowing his bandmate would never invade his privacy like that. Well then, how did 
he know? The insightful lyricist always seemed to just know things. Damn big brain of his, he could probably 
read minds. But what made him think Alex even wanted to be his friend, let alone his lover? 
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"Dirk, can | come in and talk to you for a minute?" The sound of Alex's gentle voice calling him by the childhood 
nickname he had given him made Geddy's heart hurt. 


"Cmon in," he sighed. It was getting to be like Grand Central Station around here. 


Alex entered, red-eyed and looking completely miserable. "Dirk, 'm so sorry about what | said to you earlier. 
Can't we just forget all about it? You don't have to leave the band." 


Geddy wished he could just forget about it, but now that he knew he was only an object of pity, he refused to 
take advantage of Alex's kindness any longer. "I'm glad you finally told me, Alex. But | care about you too much 
to keep dragging you down" 


Now Alex felt confused. "Dragging me down? What are you talking about, Ged? If you leave the band.if you 
leave my life..well, you might as well just kill me." His voice cracked with emotion at the end and there were 


tears in his eyes. 


Geddy looked at the seraphic features of his blonde counterpart and tried to fight back his own tears. "Look, 
you don't have to feel sorry for me anymore. You and Neil can get a better frontman and then you can finally 


quit getting beat up on my account." 


It slowly began to dawn on Alex that his beloved had totally misunderstood what he had been trying to tell 
him. "Oh, Dirk. | never said | felt sorry for you. Are you nuts? I'm jealous of youl You are so amazingly 


talented. And so good-hearted, and smart.and fun to be with. Where did you get such a crazy idea?" 
"When we were talking about the gauntlet, | thought you said.. what did you mean then?" 


Alex sat down next to the singer, crystal-blue eyes shining with love, affection, and desire. "If | show you what 
| meant, do you promise not to leave the band? Even if you don't like it, or don't feel the same way back?" 


Geddy felt a premonition of something, like some crazy possibility or implausible hope, creep up his spine. What 
was Alex trying to tell him exactly? "What are you up To, Alex? Just tell me. No..show. Don't tell. That way | 


won't misunderstand you this time. And | promise | won't leave the band if you dont want me to.’ 


Alex felt his heart pound like the surf crashing madly against a rocky shore. What was he about to do? He had 
already almost chased Geddy off for good just trying to articulate what he was about to demonstrate. Or so 
he had thought. It was all very confusing. But then he fell into his best friend's alpine eyes and his body moved 
forward of its own volition. He cupped his hand along the side of Geddy's long and graceful neck, tangling his 
fingers in his hair, and drew him near. And then he kissed those lips he had ached to taste for so, so long. And 
he felt Geddy kiss him back, felt his body go limp, heard him softly moan when he slipped a wet tongue into 
his delicious mouth. When he drew back to gauge his friend's reaction, he was struck by the singer's eyes. He 


had never seen them so dark, or so..glazed over. He waited for some sort of reaction. Finally the silence was 


too loud and he spoke. 


"Say something, Ged. Please. Are you mad?" 


"Ali," was all Geddy could manage to voice. He couldn't find words worthy enough to say. So instead, he reached 
under his pillow and handed Alex his latest journal. When Alex hesitated, he whispered, "Go ahead, Ali. Read it. 
Any page will do. It's all about you and how | feel about you.how I've always felt about you." 


Alex handled the journal reverently, opening up a page at random, then reading the careful script. He even 
loved Geddy's handwriting. And then he started reading a passage. 


‘In rehearsals today. Alex was wearing those tight, faded blue jeans | love. It was all | could do to pay attention 
to my playing. | messed up the lyrics twice because he turned away from me and | caught a glimpse of his 

sexy ass out of the corner of my eye. Later he was clowning around, doing his Jimi Hendrix impression. God, | 
love him so much | can hardly stand it. | might need to start slinging my bass a little lower so he doesn't see 
how hard he makes me. | wonder if he could ever imagine the two of us together. | wish | had the courage to 
ask him, but l'm so afraid to lose him that | just don't dare. Better to share his life as his friend even if | can 


never share his bed: 


Alex had read enough. He shut the book and put it back under the pillow. And then he took the man he loved 
into his arms. "Oh, Dirk You should have told me. I've always loved you, babe. From the first moment | laid 
eyes on you | knew there was something special about you. And when | got to know you.'ve wanted you all 


these years. | guess | should have told you!" 
"And now you finally have. But | thought | told you to show me, not tell me," he challenged, flirtatiously. 


Alex's eyes narrowed with lust. "Naughty boy. Checking out my ass during rehearsals and now..you're 
practically begging for it. How did | get so lucky, eh?" His voice was husky with desire as he punctuated his 
words with soft kisses along his lover's neck. Geddy's whole body burned and tingled as Alex licked his ear and 
then sucked on a sensitive spot behind it. Geddy slowly sunk to the mattress beneath him as his lips traveled 
downward, leaving a trail of wet kisses on his chest as he slowly undid each button on Geddy's shirt. He could 
feel Alex's hard cock pressing against his thigh, throbbing against him, and almost forgot to breathe. 


As Alex worked his way down, he suddenly stopped and stood up. "Sorry, love. But I've got to get out of these 


nut-crunching pants." 


Geddy laughed at him. "I love those nut-crunching pants!" Alex grinned widely and shook his head back and 
forth, eyes twinkling with joy. "You are shameless, ya know that?" Geddy watched, transfixed, as he struggled 
out of his white bell-bottom stage pants, but he let loose a little squeak of disappointment when Alex stopped 


at removing his underwear. 


Alex smirked knowingly. "All in good time, darling. But right now | have to concentrate on showing you exactly 
how | feel about you..explicitly, so there'll be no doubt left in that silly little head of yours that | love you. 
That | will always love you." Geddy took in an eyeful of the outline of his straining manhood, the cloth of his 
underwear stretched and soaked where the tip pressed against it. And then Alex was kneeling between his legs 
and undoing his zipper. He moaned and twisted his hips against the sheets, helpless, as his lover stripped off 
the rest of his clothing and dipped his sunflower head down to take his hard length into the heat and wet of 


his mouth. In all his wildest dreams, he never imagined that it could feel this good. He looked down and was 
mesmerized by the sight of Alex's perfect bow-shaped lips wrapped tightly around his erection Alex's eyes, 
vast midnight oceans surrounded by thin rings of skylark blue, rose up to meet his and conveyed a love as 
deep as skies are wide. The singer grabbed fistfuls of cornsilk hair and thrust his hips up, inserting himself 
deeper into the sucking heat of Alex's hot mouth and then cried out his name again and again as his orgasm 


violently claimed him. 


Alex held him tightly as the waves of pleasure slowly abated and his breathing and heartbeat slowed. Kissing 
his eyelids, he purred, "Are we clear now, Dirk? Do you fully understand that | want to love you and make 


beautiful music with you for the rest of my life?" 


Geddy smiled. "Well, I'm not entirely convinced, because you haven't let me touch you yet" With that, he rolled 
on top of the guitarist and captured his lips, still bright red and swollen, tasting himself there. 


The man beneath him giggled deliriously. He was pleasantly surprised and excited that his new lover was 
turning out to be so aggressive. One thing was for certain In all the years he had known him, Ged had never 
failed to satisfy and here he was, as usual, exceeding all expectations. "Please, feel free to touch me in any 


way and for as long as it takes until you are completely sure." 


The two new lovers spent the rest of the night making love, talking and laughing until their thirst for each 
other was slaked enough and their energy spent. Then they fell peacefully asleep in each other's arms as the 
first light of day was dawning. 
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Neil chuckled happily to himself the next afternoon when he returned to the Winnebago to find a sign on the 
door, obviously hastily scrawled by Lerxst and embossed with a large smiley face. It warned: "If the van is a 
rockin’, don't come a knockin'!" All seemed quiet for now, but he decided to go have a cup of coffee and a bite 


to eat for awhile, just in case. 


